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For the Vancouver Art Gallery the exhibition Sound/ 
Sculpture has been a bold launching into the un- 
known: into an area of artistic expression largely un- 
familiar and of technical knowledge and problems 
outside our ordinary experience. Doris Shadbolt. 


Despite a few malfunctions it was a spectacular 
launching, combining international significance 
with popular appeal. Coordinated by John Grayson, 
himself a sound sculptor of noge, it provided a sur- 
vey of this dynamic young field which dates back 
only to the early 50s. The dozen artists brought to- 
gether for the first time ran the gamut from the ac- 
cessible to the esoteric. Some were kinetic sculptors 
without any background in classical music. Others 
were composers stirred to invent new musical in- 
struments. Here was a fusion of two principles: 
plasticity with magical sound. 


The arts illuminate one another by means of meta- 
phor; by means of synaesthesia they disappear into 
one another. R. Murray Schafer. 


(above left) Sounding Rods by Harry Bertoia, fore- 
ground; French Monument Born on 57th Street, 1965, 
and other works by François and Bernard Baschet, 
background 


Sounding Rods by Harry Bertoia 
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The ground floor of the Vancou- 
ver Art Gallery during the exhibi- 
tion Sound/Sculpture Feb 7-March 
14, showing Stephan von Huene’s 
Totem Tones 
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ae entire ground floor of the gallery was trans- 
formed into a series of resonant cavities within 
which one lost the normal sense of time. Von 
Huene’s solemn totems programmed in a 45-minute 
cycle. Jacobs’ floor piece performing for 20 minutes. 
Waiting one’s turn to gently rock a Mattox sculpture. 
Watching two men at his Theremin Piece waving 
their hands around the silver antennae, one control- 
ling pitch, the other loudness. A spontaneous col- 
laboration, a dance of hands. Waiting while two 
members of the gallery’s education staff take around 
a group from the C.N.I.B. The smile on the face of 
an elderly blind woman as she runs her fingers over 
Bertoia’s Sounding Rods. Ecstatic deaf children 
climbing into the horns of the Baschets’ French 
Monument Born on 57th St to feel the vibrations. 
An environment that sent you away with senses re- 
tuned, aware that you were yourself a sound sculp- 
ture, with a Renaissance pride in the human body. 


Audile-tactile space is the space of involvement. 
Without it we “lose touch.” Marshall McLuhan. 


The artists who most evenly matched visual beauty 
with rich sound were the Baschet brothers ~- Francois 
and Bernard — and Harry Bertoia of New York. Pio- 
neers in the use of metal and glass for acoustical 
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purposes, the Baschets were represented by all their 
major pieces on this continent. These pieces had 
two characteristics in common: they were so fragile 
they could only be played by demonstrators; and 
secondly a small input of energy, such as a wetted 
finger stroking the glass tubes of the Glass Trom- 
bone, was enormously magnified by flaring metal 
trumpets. Morning-glories of aluminum or stainless 
steel, they quivered visibly as the sound eddied 
through them. Innocent of scores or musical heri- 
tage, they challenged each demonstrator to discover 
their potential. As the weeks advanced we heard not 
only scales but genuine compositions whose crash- 
ing metal waves or delicate clickings and pizzicatos 
held us spellbound. 


The grand piano is a heavy musical wheelbarrow. 
The piano of the future is not yet born. 
Francois and Bernard Baschet. 


Bertoia’s rods of varying thicknesses and heights, 

silicone and tobin bronzes, beryllium copper, nickel 
alloys and monels, sprang from wooden bases which 
acted as pedestal-resonators. Held together at the 
top then released, the rods played for about five 
minutes: plangent fields of wheat. Or brushed with 
the palm of the hand, they shimmered into thinner, 
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Doorknobs by Reinhold Marxhausen 


brittle tones. By activating all ten rod clusters and 
striking the huge oval gong, one brought alive a full 
orchestra whose range bore no relation to the 
familiar musical scale. 


Aw it’s really nice. Anonymous teenager. 


In the small area devoted to Reinhold Marxhausen’ 


one found an equally poetic concept. Ordinary door 
knobs, used as resonators and studded with wires, 


could be held against the ear and plucked. Private 


concerts of subliminal delight. Objects in appear- 
ance like sea urchins, contemporary jewelry, subtle 
forms of extra-terrestrial life. 


The sounds we will accept are almost as stereotyped 
as the sights we will behold. Reinhold Marxhausen. 


David Jacobs’ black rubber Wah Wahs, run on timer 
circuits, were phallic, maternal, menacing, obscene, 
funny, as they reared in turn on their aluminum 
stands. They hissed, tooted, grunted, made reed and 
motor sounds. From these early works Jacobs moved 
on to environmental ones. His hanging inner tubes 
girdled with aluminum were handsome as baroque 
columns. From them dangled pipes which generated 
faint moans. His serpentine floor piece inflated 
slowly, causing first a very low fundamental note. 
It was followed by other higher partials, which rose 
in pitch and volume until the coils were fully en- 
gorged with air. Then the throbbing and sound sub- 
sided in unison. As affecting as a birth and death 
cycle. 


Vibration and the enormity of sound are evident on 
first viewing, but then comes awareness of other 
tones, both from the sculptures and from the mind. 

David Jacobs. 


Von Huene’s tall dark red mahogany pillars worked 
on the same principle as player pianos with per- 
forated paper tapes. Both folksy and archetypal. 
Comic also in such pieces as Washboard Band, its 
automated hand strumming the washboard while 
tiny metal mallets struck cowbells and dishpan lids. 
In contrast deep ritualistic, primitive rhythms from 
the Totem Tones as they lit up and played. Rosebud 
Annunciator, the most visually effective sculpture, 
always eliciting applause from the crowd at the end 
of its “turn.” Applause for what: an absence, a 
presence? 


Sound is much more powerful than light because it 
can vibrate our bodies and hence is very sensual. 
Light is more intellectual. Stephan von Huene. 


Sensual and elegant in the Los Angeles manner, fin- 
ished in up to 12 coats of automotive lacquer in sky 
blue, tangerine, buttercup, the Mattox sculptures 
often espoused the harp shape of classical Greece. 
Their sounds were discreet as a rule: a rustling 
spring, the tapping of small rubber balls, an airy 
obligato of trembling stainless steel rods. Several of 
the pieces, operated either manually or by foot 
switches, were broken before the end of the show. 


Sculpture designed to move or be moved with 
motors and electronic parts has a short life span as 
compared to traditional sculpture. | feel this is as it 
should be.... Charles Mattox. 


d Earls’ Sounding Space - defined as “a self-gen- 
«ating, participant-modulated electronic-acoustical 
environment” — began as one of the blandest con- 
tributions to the exhibition but ended as one of the 
most subtly responsive. It utilized microphones 
dually coupled to a specific resonator and loud- 
speaker to amplify the standing waveforms in a 
room. They became audible as a low chorus of 
trombones. By moving slowly, people could disrupt 
the standing waveforms at their crest, thus inducing 
slight harmonic changes in the sound structure. Or 
they could achieve the same effect by humming into 
a grilled access at head level in the sound booth. 
Dimly lit, its viscera concealed, Sounding Space was 
one of the most enigmatic areas in the gallery. 


Changing atmospheric and crowd conditions during 
the course of any day not only produce new results, 
but also transform the system ....15 some kind of 
automatic, electronic learning taking place? 

Paul Earls, 


It was a curious and regrettable oversight that the 
electronic sound environment by local artist Dennis 
Vance, installed at the VAG in 1969 as part of New 
Directions, was not included in this exhibition. It 
would have been quite equal to the occasion. Vance 
was invited to write an essay for the catalogue but 
declined. Another Surprise was the anticlimactic 
Flame Orchard by Gyorgy Kepes, in collaboration 
with Mauricio Bueno and Dr Walton. It looked 
much better in photographs. Not the first version of 
the idea, it had perhaps become a bore to Kepes, 
and was consequently boring. In the middle of 
three very utilitarian metal tubes were rows of tiny 
gas jets, flaring or dwindling in response to an elec- 
tronic score by Paul Earls. This score incorporated, 
in fact, only pitches to which the gas was sensitive, 
a matter it had taken some two years to investigate. 
Hardly worth it. Flame Orchard was not helped by 
safety regulations which forbad dousing the lights. 


The sound pollution in our culture is the greatest the 
race has ever experienced. We are training ourselves 
to tune out instead of tuning in. John Grayson. 


John Chowning’s computer-generated four channel 
audio tapes, designed to convey the physical pres- 
ence of a moving sound, could not be played. The 
gallery proved acoustically inadequate. Another 
shortfall occurred in Rosenboom’s bio-feedback 
meditation space. As protection for the general 
public an attendant would have been required to fit 
electrodes on the head of each participant — a ser- 
vice beyond the gallery’s budget. Yet conceptually 
this was the most exciting work of all. For Rosen- 
900m had extended sound-sculpture to include the 
nternal parameters of the human being. He had 
carried participation to its ultimate by asking us to 
control our own consciousness. Within his dark, 
ound-proofed, carpeted room a properly wired 
erson, by producing alpha or theta waves, could 
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cause colored lights to flash. When two persons, 
seated one on either side of a half-silvered mirror, 
achieved the alpha state together, their faces were 
superimposed. As it was, the system played back the 
experiences of former participants. Devout teen- 
agers, unaware of the simulation, meditated dil- 
igently. 


The representation of art as object or singular event 
will have less meaning, rather cybernetics and the 
theory of systems will manifest themselves in in- 
formation-energy exchange rituals. 

David Rosenboom. 


Walter Wright's videotapes pertained more to col- 
lage than sculpture. No matter: he is a name to re- 
member. A 32-year-old Canadian he works out of 
The Kitchen, an electronic video lab in New York. 


His intricate overlays of imagery, accompanied by a 


definite score, were dazzling. They were made with 
Scanimate, a first generation video synthesizer 
which he played like an instrument. He is even de- 
vising a notation system for it: graphics of the future. 


Sound/Sculpture has been documented by a re- 
source catalogue and a 30-minute record. 


Rosebud Annunciator, 1965, by Stephan von Huene 
Wah Wahs, 1970-71, by David Jacobs 
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